175                     BOTHirELL                [ACT ir.

When dawn discomforts not the whole sweet night,

Qittfn.    There be stars sure that die not of the day,
Or in this hoariest hour of dusk and dew
How should my heart be warm with la>t night's fire ?

Enter BOTHWKLL.

What, risen so soon, my lord ?

BotkwclL                               What, not yet forth ?

That was the question laughing on your lips,
And this my plea to kill the question with. \Ki$$in$htr.
I must ride now.    There waits a messenger
From our w.ed lord in Glasgow.

Queen.                                    , Ay? would God

He had slipt his saddle and borne his charge to hellf
Must we part here ?    I ask but what 1 know,
Only to have a breath more of your mouth,
A smile more of your eye, turn of your head,
Before you kiss and leave me.    Why should Iovct
That can change life, seat and di.sseat the soul
In heaven or hurl it hell ward, break and build,
Root and unroot the very springs o' the heart,
Have not the force to pluck but twelve hours back,
And twice consume and twice consummate life,
Twice crowned and twice confounded ?    I would give
All but love's self, all hope and heat of life,
But to have over this scant space again,
Since yesterday saw sunset

BothwdL                          You shall win

A better prayer than this \ for one poor hour
Caught from the gripe of all good-grudging time,